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THE INHERITANCE 

 

“What am I going to do with this lot?” I muttered to myself as I looked down 

at the six boxes of crap my grandmother had left me.  It had been a month since she 

had passed away after a long, drawn out fight with cancer and, as much as I missed 

her, I had no use for the boxes of tat my family had passed on to me.   

I sat down on the floor of my front room next to the nearest box and pulled 

open the top.  The first thing I pulled out was a little cut glass dish with a fancy lid.  

My grandmother used to have it sitting on her dresser with the odd trinket in it.  There 

was a long glass stem in the middle of the lid – for rings to be kept on I assumed.  I 

set it down on the carpet and delved into the cardboard box again.  There were loads 

of little ornaments in there; the sort that I’d bought back for her from holiday when I 

was small.  She’d probably hated them but she’d always had them out on the shelf 

when I went to visit her.  I studied the little cat made from seashells I’d brought back 

from Spain one year and felt my throat tighten a little at the thought that grandma was 

now gone.  I put the little cat back and lay the glass dish next to it.  I cleared my throat 

and took a deep breath.  I didn’t want to get all emotional over a box of trinkets.   

I pulled the second box over to me and opened the lid.  It was a little bit like a 

treasure hunt and I couldn’t help being curious as to what else might be hiding away 

in the boxes.  The second box had all sorts in it.  An old wind up clock that used to sit 

on grandma’s mantelpiece; a few old photos of grandpa (I kept them to one side; they 

could go next to the ones of grandma I had on my window ledge); grandma’s old 

knitting bag, complete with a small square of unfinished knitting - I wondered what 

that might have been if she’d finished it.  There was nothing of any real value in the 

boxes, just sentimental odds and sods that grandma had had dotted about her home; 

costume jewellery, crocheted doyleys, china thimbles...  They were too precious to me 

to give to a charity shop but too old and dated to be put around my home.  I’d put the 

boxes up in the loft until I decided what to do with them.   I was about to pack away 

the contents of the final box when I heard something sliding about in the bottom.  I 

tipped the box up and raised my eyebrows as I watched a heavy crystal necklace drop 

out onto the carpet. 

Grandma’s necklace. 
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I picked it up and held it up to the light where it sparkled brightly.  It was a 

beautiful piece of jewellery and I wondered if my parents had meant for me to have it.  

Grandma had loved the necklace and had worn it until the day she’d given up her 

fight.  I’d half expected for her to have been buried wearing it.  I felt my stomach 

clench at the thought of it lying against her withered skin and I chewed furiously at 

the inside of my lip as I tried not to dissolve into tears.  The necklace wasn’t going in 

the loft, even if it wasn’t something I could envisage myself wearing anytime soon.  I 

took it up to my room and placed it in my jewellery box for safekeeping. 

I was exhausted but the time I’d heaved the last box up into the loft, heaping 

them all together in one corner so they wouldn’t get muddled up in the chaos of my 

other possessions.  I flopped down onto my sofa with a mug of coffee and sat quietly 

for a moment in front of the television.   

I hadn’t been there when grandma had passed away.  Some things are just too 

painful to bear.  I’d wanted to remember her as she had been, not as the withered little 

woman she’d become, resting in a hospital bed waiting for the inevitable end.  Of 

course, I’d been to visit her before she’d died but I don’t think she’d recognised me.  

She’d given me a drugged smile as I squeezed her hand and then she’d just closed her 

eyes, nodding occasionally while I filled her in on what I’d been up to.  She’d been 

wearing the crystal necklace then, too.  It had been part of who she was.   

And now I had it.   

I sighed deeply and tried to shake off the melancholy thoughts.  She was in a 

better place now.  She was free of pain.  I watched the television flicker and burble 

away to itself, not taking in anything it was saying. 

“God, what a pile of rubbish,” I muttered as I reached out for the remote 

control and flicked the television off.   

As I climbed into bed that night, all I could think of was grandma.  Maybe it 

was because I’d spent all afternoon rummaging through her old things.  It had brought 

too many memories back and, lovely as they’d been, it was too soon after her death to 

enjoy them without getting choked up.  My thoughts returned to the crystal necklace 

in my jewellery box and I considered wearing it.  I was sure grandma would have 

been happy for me to wear it; something to remember her by.  I dozed off quickly, 

emotionally drained and worn out from the exertion of lifting the heavy boxes. 

* * * 
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I want it back.  It should have been buried with me.   

I twisted and turned in my bed wondering what the voice in my dreams was 

talking about.  

Give it back to me, Sarah, it wasn’t theirs to give to you.   

I felt myself balling my bedding up in my fists.  I wasn’t sure if I was asleep 

anymore.  

Sarah, you have to give it back.  I want it back.   

I felt something slip around my neck and begin to squeeze tightly.  I gasped as 

my eyes flipped open, my hands flying to my neck to see what was there.  I don’t 

know how I didn’t scream when I felt those little crystal beads digging into my skin.  I 

managed to get a finger between the string of beads and my skin and I wrenched it 

away, sitting up with a mixture of surprise and terror.  I flung the beads away from me 

and scrabbled for the bedside lamp.  The light hurt my eyes and I rubbed my tender 

neck.    The crystal necklace lay glinting at the bottom of the bed, next to my feet.  I 

stared at it in horror for a few dazed moments trying to understand what on earth had 

just happened.   

I want it back. 

I shivered and pulled the bedcovers up against my neck while I tried to think 

what on earth to do.  I didn’t want to touch the necklace.  The thought of picking it up 

terrified me.  I crawled hurriedly out of bed and went to turn on the big ceiling light.  I 

stood shivering in my bedroom doorway, staring at the little crystal beads with a hand 

over my mouth.  All of a sudden I felt sick and I ran to the bathroom, clumsily 

switching the light on, afraid of being in the dark again.  I leaned over the sink, 

trembling, waiting for my churning stomach to calm down.  I looked up at my 

reflection in the mirror over the sink and shuddered.  I looked terrible.  My face was 

white and sweaty and my throat… my throat had little dents in it from where the 

crystal beads had dug in.   

After a few moments I cautiously made my way out from the bathroom and 

went to stand in my bedroom doorway again.  I looked for the crystal necklace at the 

bottom of my bed but couldn’t see it.  Frowning, I moved slowly over to the foot of 

the bed and reluctantly pulled the duvet about, looking for the necklace.  It had gone.  

It wasn’t on the floor either.  I looked over to my dressing table and the little jewellery 

box that sat on top.   I looked at the innocent looking wooden box for a few seconds, a 

feeling of dread enshrouding me as I stood there. 
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“This is stupid,” I chided myself as I hurriedly opened the lid and glanced 

inside.  The room went grey around the edges as I saw the crystal necklace mingled in 

with the rest of my jewellery.  A small squeak of fright escaped my lips and I 

stumbled backwards until I bumped against the bed.  How?  How could that be? 

I want it back. 

The words from my dream came back to me.  I shivered, the room felt 

unnaturally cold.  I grabbed my dressing gown and wrapped it around me tightly but 

the chill in my bones wasn’t one that could be cured with dressing gowns and 

slippers.   

“You can have it back alright!” I hissed at the necklace.  It sparkled back at 

me harmlessly.  I darted forwards and snapped the lid of the jewellery box down and 

then piled a few heavy books on top of it, just for good measure.  “You can have it 

back, grandma,” I muttered breathlessly as I worked, “don’t you worry about that.”  I 

dragged my duvet off the bed and into the front room.  There was no way I was going 

to sleep in the same room as that necklace.  I left all the lights on and switched the 

telly on, too, heaping up the duvet on top of me as I crawled onto the sofa.  I don’t 

know what time it was when I finally dropped off to sleep.   

I was next to useless at work the next day.  They even asked me if I was 

unwell and did I want to go home?  The last thing I wanted was to go home while that 

necklace was in my house but I knew I’d have to go home eventually.  I had to go and 

give grandma back her necklace. 

As soon as I stepped through the door that evening I felt a chill settle over me.  

I went straight into my bedroom and opened the jewellery box.  The crystal necklace 

sparkled in the evening light coming through the window and, steeling myself, I 

reached out and snatched it up, stuffing it into my bag. 

The cemetery where grandma was buried was quiet and peaceful.  Birds 

settled in the yew trees surrounding the church, singing away to prospective mates.  I 

clutched my bag against me as I wandered through the graves towards the back of the 

cemetery.  Grandma’s grave was easily recognisable.  The earth hadn’t settled flat yet 

and the flower tributes were still heaped on top of it.  In the dusky sunlight I could see 

that some of the flowers were starting to turn brown.  Someone would have to clear 

them away soon, before they began to rot. 

I went to headstone and read the fresh gold lettering there, stark and clear 

against the black marble.   
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Grandma.  I felt my bottom lip begin to tremble.  I began rummaging around 

in my handbag, looking for the crystal necklace.  It came to my hand easily and I 

pulled it out into the dimming sunlight.  I stared at it for a long moment, the memory 

of the night before becoming more and more unreal, even thought I could still feel the 

length of crystal beads digging into my throat. 

“I’ve bought your necklace back, grandma,” I whispered.  “I’m sorry they 

took it away from you.”  I draped the sparking beads over the top of the gravestone 

and turned to leave before I started crying.   

A few steps away from grandma’s grave and I stopped.  I could hear 

scratching.  Something was moving behind me.  I swallowed, not wanting to look.  I 

could hear the rustle of drying flowers and this time I couldn’t stop myself from 

turning to look. 

The flower tributes on the top of the grave were slipping from their resting 

place and the big flower-covered ‘Grandma’ tribute that had been resting against a 

bunch of dying lilies fell forwards onto the grass.  

I couldn’t breathe.  I couldn’t even move.  

 I felt the blood begin to drain from my face and my vision began to go grey as 

I watched a clod of dirt move at the head of the mound.  I sank to my knees as the last 

thing I saw before the world disappeared into velvety blackness was a skeletally thin 

hand emerging from the clods of dirt, the skin mottled purple with decay, reaching up 

to take back the necklace. 

 


